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| WherePzeachersdyd them ſelues addze@e, 


_ | Toſpend the dap within Newgate, 
{ To — tus whom Law bad pꝛeſſe. 


E HY 


St th endes and deathes ofth 


woPziſo 18 « 


Asfoz the relt whoſe tounges are tyde, 
To them wha ruus,he runs far wyde. 


CUhat ſo doth beſt commend the truth, 
All talcheod lykewpyſe diſcommendes, 
I know pou Þ;eacherstender youth, 
And viſits them lyke faytbfull tcendeg. 

Pet it there bap a diſmoll day, 


(But they that bumbly do von beare, 

And eke well beare your woozdegawap, 

Hauing their underſtandinges cleats, 

| Needesncaer feare the diſmoll day. 
Noa wyll ſeeks peace here in this lyfe, 

Where noaght is found but war and kriſe 


—_—_—_— 


| 
(So they that do no) yet wpll heare, 
When they be cald, and truth is told, 
Ill baps to them vnwares tsneare, 
Pet il adnes maketh 1Zapardes bold. 
But theytbat warned are in tyme, 


CA tryall fuſt 4 found of late, 


There did J lee that comfozt great, 
_ Whereofaur Bꝛeachers oft inttent. 


A There ſaw 1 moe, do what they might, 
wharpe judgement pak, tis Belle at band, 
| The one would not cempt vysſptzht 
But bott the ſame tovndertand, 

Dy blaſphemies moſt boztible, 
And countenaunce molt terrible, 


13 CA Nz would vows that be ould ore, 
| Which plapnly dyd to vs appoare, 


By toythh countenaunte ſayliagly, 

A yich ſeemed very monſtrous geare, 
And pet ye was of perfect myade, 
Bat tzus he ſhaw? 20 bys diac lic kynde, 


| CWoth hynt pertandons worſo uotlerue, 
Inallmylpfe I ſaw noneſutcy; :: 


| Heſware great otbes be would not ſerus 5 


4¹ ought there were withinthchutch 
And to it he went fallegerly, ay 
As one that thought ve ſhould not dye, 


Anon tbere came a paiſoner in, - 
That pzans bad ciapr on good Toe. 
Gods hart quoth Mat, you wyl net (yn, 


The Molues would feafe ut llues aua on 


Halls armed are gainſt daungerous « crime, 


It dell therebe,ozplages fo fall, 
Thec e Ulllaſns wyll be plaged all. 


x #02 mppart if à bople in lead, 
J cannot hold but bzaivie this out, 
Would J might fight bow ener I ſped, ' 


Chuldcourſe that Ore any flooring K ent. 


No mo2e good Wat,quoth Panter Pong, 
Thon hurt thyſelfe molt ty that tong. 


\.CTbus parted be and water Vong. 
Much greued fo; bys ſenceles ſouis. 


But 1romayned and vſed my tong, 
As God dyd fozce vice to controle, 
But - Mat no chaungeling would not reit, 


But fella frech vnto a tet. 


| CT 1s J might then I did erboit, 
Them both with me to go and pꝛay, 


HQhere J would ſpoake to their com fest, 


Iithat the Lozd dyd not ſap nay, 


Che time is ſhozt, therefozequathJ, 
Let vsſecks the Len whilesbe is nps. 


C J pꝛay you bo content quoth Mat, 


The Lon hath mercy (nvugd in teze, 
A map pet haue my part ofchat, 
As be ts others hath geuen beſoze. 
Von muſt repent and cal fo; grace, 
( Qnoth Hels neuer looke to ſte Gods face. 


( Then was the fother glad of me, 
And gaue to God great thankes and pꝛapſe, 


. That he might have my companye, 


itt hym foz toremapne alwapes. 
TWhycreiaſach comfozt great be found, 
{© hat teares of top dzopt to the ground. 


CC 3 ſee now God is good cquoth he) 
And wyll not baue my ſeule be loft, 
But hath pzoaided you foz me, 

Not ſparing any payne noz cott. 

Pan cone from God, your wo2ds ar lwete, 

I tet le Gods gracomy hart doth mete. 


A would J bad knowen pou befozne, 
But now it ie in ryght good tymt: 
Foz though mp cartas be folezne, 
pp ſoule to (God J feele doth tlyme. 
Oh beare mec(ſayth be)ts the reit, 
EU baps to me ia foz the beit. 


C Þeare how this miſery bath . 


FM be taming ot myfleſh ſo p28nd: | 
Py ſaute to God that hath it bought, 


| tely preſſed to death in Newgate, 1569, 
—.—.— = me well, Combe not bolts 02 letters ſerue, TO Dil n 
T e CEE 
| | 9 you n 
anten eee  Opodoſeand doublet uſt tendge than. But Godthat pe Jamthelame, far. 


68 wyll reward you this 3 tral 
Sikh J cannot that dpencedes mu, 


A trend be ſent vs in Limbo: 
Whoſe good rate God bleſſe alway, 
Foz that good los that cams him fro, 
 HOHys name was Draper Alderman 

Thich was mp comfort greatas than, 


C ie pzayed wyth vs m oarneſtly, 
No ſcoꝛne mas in bys volutt cot, ́ 
Wiyth tea res he ky bs joulngly, 
And went with mourning chere God wote, 
s det the power of the Lo2d, 
Wake diuers men in trutd accozs. 


EC Thus God hath found meoutat length, 
And ffaped meofmp wicked race 
And me1indaed with perfect treng(h - * 
As = can rightly p3 apſeſachgrace 
A would up death were much mozs vile 
9 That othersmight bewarotherwhile, 


C90 then we pꝛayrd ech one toz other 
Upth trickling teares ot ioye and greefe 
In trath Jtwke bim foz my bzother 
@hougb neuer ſo much bs wers a there. 
Then voathto bim could not come ill, 
Foz of Gods grace de had his fill, 


©Tben fo:th we wentandmadeafy 
J vpned there wyth bzead and cheeſe: 


ze, 


Do ech man ſonge in their degrees. 
DOD Lozd turne not away thy face, 


From bym that lyes pzoltrate in Fre, 


— — 


C But Watſon fell vnts bys foods 
As one that hungry wasin dads 
And merelp eate that be thought god, 
Vnt thzew the reſt the dogs to fade, 

3 ſa'w no thougbttbat be did take, - 


/ 


Noz ipkelybwve from anne to wake, . = 


(T ben vp came Malter Pong agapns 
Lbetr deathes now being at the dozo 
But THatfon could nat pet refrapne, 
But langdes it out fi] moze and moze, 

Still ail in vayne to hym was ſapd, 
Vet allthereft downe kneeling Narde. 


CLhen Skarlet toks bye bytbe bande 
And pꝛeached, though ſmall to bis regards 
Pet all the ret might vaderſtande, 


C 0 Cos dealt with me veſtcr day, 3 


Do ſing ſome ppialmes was his deſpze, * 


pe 
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